WAR     CORRESPONDENT                   137
wo             there were no casualties.  Then the Germans, in Kos, joined
.                 in the firework display with Very lights.
lsn                 When  dawn  broke  we  were  lying firmly  wedged  and
hideously exposed, watched suspiciously from both sides of •              the narrow channel, but there was no further firing.  In fact,
when I landed with the first officer to parley in sign language
'              with the nearest Turkish commandant, the sentry who had
.                fired was shamefaced and apologetic.   He used little bits of
ln              wood to demonstrate the position of our ship and said :
"Deutsch tat-tat-tat.   English, no."   Figs and coffee were ve              produced to assuage our wrath.
2d          .        It was obvious that the Turks had been instructed to show
re               favouritism to the British.   When the commandant arrived
ln               he treated us with almost exaggerated courtesy, but to us
10               there seemed no time to lose in formalities.   The Germans
y       ,         had sent over an Arado seaplane to have a look, and at any I         moment we expected to be blown sky-high.   I remembered 28              that when interviewing, in Cyprus, British soldiers who had
w       •,         escaped from Kos they had spoken of the help given them 'n              by a "British consul."
On mentioning the word "consul" to the Turkish com-'r              mandant his unshaven bulldog face brightened.  He took me
to an ancient telephone, jabbered into it for a while and then d               handed the instrument to me.   It was the most agreeable
L~               shock in a week of shocks when, standing in that primitive
stone building on a lonely alien shore, I heard a cultured
English voice speaking to me. ''                   The speaker was the bogus consul, being in fact a British
naval officer, who, with the connivance of the Turks, was
stationed at the small township of Bodrun.  His duties were, e               apparently, to act as deus ex machina in this weird and
theatrical little campaign.
Shortly afterwards he appeared in our midst with trap-2                door abruptness,  accompanied by another young man in
1                civilian clothes who turned out to be an American naval
officer.   It was melodramatic and highly improbable that '                they should arrive to help us at that precise moment, but
that is just exactly what happened. '                    I remember that the first officer and I had returned to the
stranded   minesweeper   and   were   watching   with   interest